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Over the bench
Down the stairs
Jumping and skipping
Around the square

“OUT OF THAT FOUNTAIN”
The large being yelled
And before I knew it
By my ear I was held

Mommy is shopping
For a brand new dress
But I can’t make go in
I’ll make a big mess

Now Safari Jake’s
Not alone at the square
But evil beings
Can’t be everywhere

Into the bush
Safari Jake
Hacks his way through
To the acient lake

Todd Risk

Filling his pockets
W ith indian gold
Ignoring yells
Evading holds
Then out of nowhere
W hat does appear
A sight that fills
Our hero with fear
It isn’t a savage
No it is much worse
An evil being
W ith a new dress and purse
William Vanderwall

The Awakening
Growing up in the school yard
I watched the children play
Young hearts can be cold and hard
I was never asked to stay
So I used to dream of spaceships
Traveling far beyond the earth
Or creating a strange new substance
Designed for some scientific worth
I also would dream of dragons
Armored Knights and maidens fair
Of magic, Kings and ancient caverns
Giving all so that I could be there
Age invades, dreams turn to dust
Iron imagination seems to rust

But dreams fall through our fingers
Like the minute specks of dust
Sometimes would-be poets and singers
Find their love is simply lust
The visions that we hold on to
The dreams that might set us free
Work the magic they know how to do
To alter and drive our destiny
So it is we keep on dreaming
The poets rhyme and singers sing
All awaiting a mystical morning
To feel the real awakening
To see the world as it should be
Across desert, mountain, valley and sea

Sean D. Dingman

Somewhere between youth and manhood
My dreams all faded away
And my wants for a common good
Were left behind in a younger day
But sometimes I feel the child inside
Crying out loudly to be set free
I still seek the time with both eyes
That my dreams will unfold before me
I sense that glory is in my grasp
I can hear it wholly in my heart
To be the teacher teaching the class
To be the actor and play the part
To live a life that was once a dream
To deviate away from the mean

There is Honor
There is honor in the battered child
who refuses to give in.
There is honor in the old house
that stands against fierce wind.
There is honor in growing old,
withered and beaten by time.
There is honor found in poetry
and coming up with a rhyme.

Joyce Colman

Untitled
Jim Steck
“Wake up Jeffery,” his mother called for the
second time as she opened the door to his room.
“Come on. Get up. Cindy is sick again and I don’t have
time to waste dragging you out of bed today.” Jeffery
rolled over and moaned as his mother pulled the
covers off from over his head. He felt like he was going
to die. He told her this. His mother just looked at
him.
“Don’t tell me you’re sick too. I swear, it seems
like every time your sister gets sick, you do too.” She
acted angry with him, but Jeffery knew she was really
worried. She felt his forehead with her hand. “You’re
not even warm. How can you be sick? Your sister has
a 103 degree fever. She has a right to feel bad.” How
does he always manage to pick the days Cindy is sick
to pretend to be sick himself, she wondered. Jeffery
looked at his mom with a dazed expression, and she
said, “Come on, get up and get dressed, I’m going to
look in on your sister.”
Jeffery, realizing it was pointless to argue,
dragged himself out of bed and staggered off to the
bathroom. His mother called after him,
“And don’t waste time this morning, we’ve got to
leave early so I can drop your sister off at Mom’s.
She’s taking her to the doctor.”
Jeffery just kept on walking, slowly. The hall
was spinning and he felt like he was going to be sick.
“Did you hear me?” she shouted angrily, “I said
move!” Immediately, she was sorry she let herself get
angry. She realized she was upset because she
couldn’t stay home to take care of Cindy. Darn that

John; she’d begged him not schedule the Beile presen
tation this Monday, but he had been insistent, and
she’d spent the whole weekend doing a week’s worth of
work. Now she had to face that hostile crowd, dead
tired from lack of sleep, and Cindy was sick on top of
all that. She went down the stairs to fix breakfast
worrying again about how work took so much time
away from the kids. Being a single mother was not
easy.
“Jeffery, we have to leave now.” Hearing the
call, and knowing his mother’s mood, Jeffery grabbed
his school bag and headed for the stairs. His mom was
waiting with Cindy at the door to the garage. When
she saw him, she frowned.
He was wearing his most tattered pair o f blue
jeans, and the horrible “Rude Dog” tee-shirt his father
had given him on his visit last weekend. She had a
mind to make him go upstairs and change it, but
looked at the clock and simply said, “Let’s go.”
The whole day at school was a nightmare for
Jeffery. His mom dropped him off early, telling him to
take the bus home because she was picking up Cindy
after work. Jeffery had nodded, closed the car door
and walked around back of the school.
He was only on the playground for a few minutes
when he almost got into a fight with his best friend,
Tim. Jeffery had insisted on cutting in line ahead of
him at the tether-ball game, and Tim had been stub
born. Then, not more than ten minutes into reading,
which came right after a half hour of Monday’ s current
events (Mrs. Crump’s show-and-tell), he felt someone
thumping him on the back. He whirled around.
“John, stop that.” He shouted, but John wasn’t
even in his seat. He was up at the pencil sharpener
with a look that said, why are you always trying to get
me in trouble.
“That will be enought of that.” Mrs Crump said,

and thought again about talking to someone about
Jeffery. He was always a bit on the strange side, a
good student, but taken to strange outbursts. Some
times he seemed totally clueless as to what the class
was doing, as though he were somewhere else entirely.
Jeffery seemed worse than usual today, so she decided
to act before things got worse.
“Jeff, come sit up here.” Mrs. Crump pointed to
a chair up near her desk.
Jeffery hated being called Jeff, like his dad, but
he grabbed his book and sulked up to the indicated
seat, sat down and began reading.
Something COLD touched his back, right below
his shoulder blades and he jumped. Mrs. Crump
looked up, but Jeffery managed to contain a cry and
his eyes never left his book. Mrs. Crump shook her
head and went back to grading papers.
Later in the hour, Mrs. Crump left the classroom
to answer a phone call in the office. In her absence,
Jeffery decided to make the best of being up in front.
Megan Brown was the cutest girl in class and Jeffery
had been trying to be nice to her; b u t, it seemed no
matter how hard he tried, they always ended up
getting into an argument about something stupid.
Normally she sat half-way across the room from him,
but now she was sitting directly behind him.
Jeffery turned around to say something, any
thing to her. What came out of his mouth were not
words, but a gagging sound, as he felt someone stick
ing something down his throat and against his tongue.
Horrified, he spun back around in his seat.
“Oh Jeffery, grow up,” Megan said, giving him a
look of absolute disgust.
Mrs. Crump, coming back into the classroom,
saw the strange look on Megan’s face, and saw Jeffery
with his head buried in his book. She sighed and
started walking towards her desk. Just then, Jeffery
cried out and jumped up from his seat, his hand
clutching his right forearm. Mrs. Crump casually

reached out, grabbed him by his other arm and began
dragging him toward the door.
“Ok, Jeff, let’s go see Mr. Huntman.” Jeffery
was unable to believe what was happening to him.
“But something stung me on the arm.” He
protested.
“Right Jeff, let’s go.” Mrs. Crump said and kept
on leading him out the door.
The rest of Jeffery’s day went downhill from
there, what with dropping his lunch tray, and acciden
tally kicking Tom in gym class. By the time school
ended and he was on the bus home, Jeffery was ready
to give up on life forever.
Jeffery’s sister, Cindy, was sitting at the small
desk in her room watching it rain. As she looked out
the second story window down onto the street, she
could hear her mom scrubbing the bathroom where
she had gotten sick earlier this morning. She was
feeling better now, and absently rubbed her arm
where the doctor had given her a shot. Looking up the
street her eye caught a flash of yellow through the
trees. As she continued watching, a school bus
rounded the comer a block and a half away and came
down the street toward her house. She hoped this was
the bus bringing Jeffery home. She was bored and
wanted Jeffery to play “Candyland” with her.
She was faintly annoyed when she lost sight of
the bus for an instant as it passed behind the
Johnson’s big evergreen, but then it reappeared and
pulled to a stop right in front of her window, its
warning lights flashing. She watched intently, as the
driver opened the bus door and swung the stop sign
out the side of the bus, hoping to catch a glimpse of her
brother among the children moving to leave the bus.
Jeffery shuffled down the aisle of the school bus,
bumping into Gail and knocking her books off her lap
onto the floor. As Jeffery turned to help her pick
them up, he saw the mean look on Gail’s face and

decided it might be best if he just got off the bus.
Cindy saw Jeffery, he was just going down the
steps and out the door. He was the last one off the bus
and she watched him as he came around the front of
the bus to cross the street to their house. He looked
unhappy. The other children were already running off
toward their houses, but Jeffery was walking slowly
with his head hanging and his eyes on the ground, not
really looking where he was going. Cindy hoped he
wouldn’t be in such a bad mood that he wouldn’t want
to play “Candyland.”
John was in a bad mood. He was in a bad mood,
he was drunk and he was driving. He was upset
because his girlfriend had told him to get lost last
night. She had told him he was scum and she was
better off without him. He had called in sick to work
and spent the day at Bruno’s trying to lose his anger
in a pitcher of beer. It hadn’t worked. All he could
think of was how she had laughed at him when he’d
begged her not to go. Well, he’d show her what was
best.
He jerked his red Camaro Z-28 around a comer,
almost taking out a Honda parked on the other side of
the street, but then straighted it out just in time.
What a car, he thought, proud he had spent the money
for the sport handling package. He looked a block
down the street and saw the flashing lights of a school
bus that was stopped in his lane. He thought about
stopping, but then saw all the kids were already on the
sidewalk to his right. Stupid school bus drivers,
always stopping and blocking the road. If he didn’t get
past the bus here, he’d be following it forever as it
drove and stopped, and drove and stopped. He saw a
line of cars coming the other way, stepped on the gas,
and pulled out to get around the bus before they
blocked his way. The last thing he saw were the words
“All vehicles must stop while the school bus is loading
or unloading.”

The bus driver saw the red sports car come
around the corner in his mirror, and he watched it as
it came down the street and then pulled out to pass
him.
“Idiot,” he said under his breath, and jabbed at
the horn with his right hand.
Cindy saw the red sports car too, out of the
corner of her eye, as it accelerated out around the bus.
And she saw her brother with his head down about the
step out from in front of the bus. She screamed,
Jeffery watch out, but Jeffery couldn’t hear her
through the window glass. She closed her eyes and
screamed again with all her might, Jeffery, STOP!
Jeffery thought he heard someone shout his
name. He decided it must have been one of Gail’s
friends and he didn’t really want to hear what they
had to say anyway. Just as he was about to step
across the street, he heard a scream; Jeffery, STOP, in
a voice so loud his head almost exploded.
Jeffery, staggered by the power of the sound,
looked up just in time to see a red blur flash by in
front of him. Still stunned, he made his way across
the street, up the sidewalk, and into his house just in
time to see his sister come running down the stairs,
crying.

Thirst
Blood moon rising,
The fading sun sinks.
Raven's wings against a sky
Black as any ink.
Pale foxfire illumines,
W itch-light greenly gleams.
All enhance the blackness
O f the blood-moon’s beams
The warmth of you beside me
Staves off the cold of night.
The sweetness of your blood, dear
Delays the morning light.
You shall he beside me
On our bed of blood-red stone.
Draw the shroud of night around us
As the wind begins to moan.
Angelia Sparrow

Michael Taloney Murrell

The Wife of Bath’s Prayer
(Based on “The Wife o f Bath's Tale" from Geoffry Chaucer's Canter
bury Tales )
Gentle Jhesu, Holy Child
Send us husbands meek and mild.
Healthy, young, and good a-bed.
In all things we have our head.
Grant us grace and also wisdom,
That we may well uplift them;
Yet be kind and not cuckold them.
And for fools who grant us not
All the power that they ought:
I ask their lives be short and hard,
As they with their wives have warr’d
Upon the niggard be a curse:
A pox upon his tight-stringed purse!
His gold all rust and silk all rot
Til he as much as has his w ife...naught!

Angelia Sparrow

Day at the Ocean
I want to feel the water splash in my face,
I want to taste the salt on my lips,
I want to feel weightlessness
as I bounce on the waves
letting them toss me around,
I want to feel the sun bake
the salt into my skin,
I want to feel wet, soggy, drippy
from head to toe,
I want to jump in it, splash in it
be surrounded by the wet,
I want to let it encompass me,
caress me, hold me up,
I want to ride and float
gently on it’s surface,
I want to feel wet hair,
plastered on my face.

Joyce Colman

James Martin

We’ll Dance Upon the Water
I ride upon the waves today,
and wrestle with the wind.
Please, you come along.
I’ll show you things
you’ve never seen before.
W ell run her past the second sandbar’s edge,
and try to climb aboard
our rocking, pitching, wildly moving world.
Controlled panic burst within our souls.
These first minutes are the most crucial.
You drop the centerboard; 111 get the tiller.
Together, we take a ride that w ell not soon
forget.
To sail these waves in an art, you see
A calm lake is chore enough
when the wind does her best
to fool and tease and play.
Seldom does she take our hands,
and run with us until we let her go.
When coupled with the waves she’s slyer still.
So careful if you run close hauled,
and, snap that tiller if you bury the hull,
Shell pop back up and make you fly her, too.
Easy with that tiller, not so muI warned you, now we’re soaking wet!
Sure, you can laugh, I caught all the foam.
Here, switch, 111 show you how to take a

wave.
Too sharp, and the spray across the coaming
will slap us in the face.
Too lazy, and we’re apt to come about.
Here, just like this, and we turn
and slide on down the other side.
No turn, and we slap the hull upon the water,
like this- it jars our bones
and listen to that forestay sing!
You take her now; youll learn the tricks.
I’ll relax and talk you through,
and watch our world explode
in sky and surf pure blue.

Mike Sinnett

Lady St. Louis
Now she’s an old woman
with jonquils in her silver hair,
merry eyes and her back straight
despite the aches of age
in a golden gown her children
call her old-fashioned
and antiquated; but she laughs at
that and her eyes sparkle
like the evening sun on the river.
Foolish children, living their lives
out in cookie-cutter malls,
never knowing the difference between
one city and another.
She laughs for
she knows, knows
in her rusting bones, that she’s
been more wicked
than any big-shouldered upstart
could dare to imitate.
She was wicked with a grace
that sinners can’t hope for anymore,
flashing her young ankles
at the river boat captains,
living her youth as an actress
in the high dramas of the day.
Her life was full of the comings
and goings of men,
Of the flow of the river
and the flow of the wagons.
But now she’s an old woman
with her back staight
in a long golden gown,
with merry eyes and jonquils
in her hair.

By D.E. Kamadulski
Margie Boston

Old St. James Road
The road smells
of heat and dust,
The cars crunching by
stir up the smell.
Hot, blazing sun overhead
heat baking the fresh wet oil
into the gravel.
All mixing together
smelling like a storm brewing.
The bees are swarming,
flying in and out of their hive,
Busy, busy, swarming, swaying
Buzz, Buzz, making the money
Giant monster covered in net
sprays them with billowing smoke,
Honeycombs, full of sticky, dripping nectar
it tastes so sweet,
I dip my fingers into it.
Her fingers slide over the piano keys
caressing them, loving them
into toxicating music.
The Doctor said you are sick.
Sugar cookies bake in the oven
their sweet smell filling the room.

Kids screaming and yelling, full of life
oblivious to everything she sings on.
The Doctor said you are dying
Play your pretty music,
bake you sweet cookies,
sing with your pretty voice,
for death is closing in.

Joyce Colman

Shimmering water
hot, steamy road
desert mirage

Bob Stroup

Verca’s Song

Soft, soft green are the leaves in springtime.
Darker are the trees.
Emerald green are my true love’s eyes,
The color of sunlit lea.
Pale, pale gold is the wheat at Harvest
Dark gold bands the bee.
Darker still, my true love’s hair,
The color of autumnal trees.
Perfectly formed are M aria’s pillars
Stonger still, her temple walls.
Straight and strong are my true love’s arms
To catch me when I fall.
I go to my love in the cold, cold dawn,
He warms me at his side.
He holds me close inside his cloak,
And swears that h ell be mine.

Angelia Sparrow

Sharing Briefly
We shared a slice of life last night.
Although it didn’t last as long
as I’d have wished, stillit was beautiful; we were alive!
Our fears said slow down.
How can we slow a shooting star,
and should we if we could?
They’re with us for an instant,
but their beauty shines forever,
a blazing imprint on our souls,
Your touch has been more gentle,
your imprint softer on my body and m y soul.
So thank you for the time we’ve shared,
and next time a star falls earthward,
think of me, and I’ll think too.
W ell be together at that instant,
and briefly, like last night,
w ell touch once more.

Mike Sinnett

Cruel Lilacs
(With gratitude to T.S. Eliot)
Rain the color of tombstones
washes the grit of winter dreaming
from the windows. She’s long been
lost in wandering. Lilacs
push cracks open in the earth
opening her to the eyes of robins.
Stirring in sleep, she wonders if
going north will ease
the birth of cruel lilacs,
if cold may stop the spring.
Is there any way to return
to wandering, to childhood’s
safe sterility?
Blood tulips drip from her body
Who has she killed to birth herself?
James Martin
(Herself...the window echoes,
she killed herself; the seed
dies so that the flower lives.)
D .E . Kamadulski

Graveyard
crisp, brown leaves
lying with the tombstones
Tim Bauer

Nightfall
Warrior’s chariot—
bright and red truck
( “Bocephus” embroidered
on its side
and majestic tires),
kicks up dust
as it speeds down the path
to its private war.
The battleground—
a field of dying alfalfa
stretching to a line
of oaks and maples and walnut trees
that hides the deer,
the enemy supreme.
The hunt—
chariot slides to a stop,
lights shut off,
fearless warrior waits
with beer
and Hank W illiam s Jr.
for battle.
Confrontation—
rustle of leaves
as the deer

emerges from the woods.
The warrior squints
into the darkness
and knows his foe is there.
The battle—
the floodlight comes on,
the rifle rises,
the deer dies.
Resolution—
The warrior speeds off,
to be praised
by his fellow warriors,
and to put another notch
in his ego.

Stephen Turner

LOSS
Loss: A billboard on the roadside
“It doesn’t cost, it pays”
ugly green paint
muting the colors
that were once alive.
Treasured photos yellow and fade
generations pass
faces half-remembered
names once known
finally forgotten

Loss: darkness on the Interstate
deserted stretch of asphalt
dimly lighted scenery
pale cousins to the daylight
the sun cowers under the horizon
The feeling of loss
slowly diminishes
until it too is lost
and the cycle repeats
again...and again....

Christopher Talbott

Loss: a station on the radio
transient notes, voices, beats
fading as the miles pass
surrendering to tuneless static
white noise
Storyteller forgets the tale
like a word repeated
hundreds of times
in succession
it loses meaning
Loss: a town just off the highway
blink-and-you’ll-miss-it
ghost town, once thriving
now the dead shell of a dream
a dry, rattling skeleton
Smoky memories blow away
past triumphs, glories
fade like sparks popping
in random, graceful arcs
from a fire in the night

James Martin

The King
The King on his throne of broken bones,
High in the castle of glass that he owns.
No fire in the hearth, nor ring on his hand.
He stares out dreamily at the gray cracked
land.
And it's only a matter of time
...it's only a matter of time.
And for the most part the Queen has left.
Only a small portion could he ever theft.
He carries it in a heart-the shape of a
locket.
But the rest of her is scratched off his
docket.
Never in the flesh again.
...... never in the flesh again.
He’s holding up those glass walls again.
Thinking it through from beginning to end.
And it’s the same old song every time.
No change in rhythm, no change in rhyme.

Time is cloudy, but he sees the end.

Oh...tim e is cloudy, but he sees the end.
The birds sleep in the silent towers.
The castle clock chimes endless hours.
The king sleeps on his thrown of loss.
For he has known the true Albatross.
Never to be reunited again.
....... never to be reunited again.

Stephen Kuehn

The Towers
Here, I stand
In my wanderings, paused.
Thinking upon the journeys which brought
me here,
Purposes lost, and reasons forgotten.
As I stand upon the hill,
Within the Ghost Towers’ sight
Under the greying haloes of the full moon,
Remembering dreams of flight,
Mountains of paling blue,
Mystical desert skies,
And purple ocean nights.
Here, the vision, I sought to find,
Hovering before me and chasing behind me.
Always there,
Always within me,
Always just under the surface.
For a moment it surfaced,
For a moment I held the vision,
For a moment I knew truth,
But in a moment the vision was gone.
Beyond the Towers, a thin cloud, under the
full moon, twisting
in the night.
Michael Taloney Murrell
Michael Taloney Murrell

Broken Wings
The Tower is struck, and the crown is lost.
I stare at the pieces and count the cost.
Such a long way to the golden dream.
I’ll never reach it, so it would seem.

The stones of humanity kill its flight.
The bird of flight lies still in the mud,
And down his feathers roll tears of blood.

Riding on a horse as white as Death,
A million miracles stride behind the rest.
The hour glass of Time slipped from my
hand,
And now it would seem that I’ve lost the
sand.

So discard your lies of life,
diagram your fate.
Without feeling spread your wings
pray its not too late.
For the One who died
for all of Satan’s lies,
Is the one in the garden
and blood He cries.

And now the book is written
in the blood of one to die.
The stones of our deception
break the wings of a bird to fly.
So the Phoenix bum s to ashes,
the ashes to the air.
The Phoenix never flew,
and that marks our world’s despair.
But there is a way, if the card is dealt.
If the demon looks away and the blade is felt.
The cloak will fall, the bird will appear,
Ablaze with hope and not mortal fear.
But the day at hand would shed some light.

Stephen Kuehn

...And You
Have Sewn...

willReap What Y

O.C. Seabaugh
Elise Montgomery hefted the quilt out of the
station-wagon and carried it in the house. She walked
through the orderly kitchen, back into the bathroom.
With an expression o f determination that masked her
excitement, she dumped the quilt from the bag into
the bathtub. A menagerie of deep color flowed into the
quickly filling tub, and drank in the water. Turning
off the tap, Elise gently worked the quilt in her hands,
clouding the water with the grime of storage. Maybe
the stains would come out after all.
Elise had found the quilt while browsing in an
antique shop. It had been buried in a trunk of old
books. Carefully, she had removed the aged bedspread
from the trunk and spread it out. It had reeked of the
musty trunk and the decaying books, but it was still
charming, in an eerie way. It was not extraordinarily
large or small; the workmanship was not particulary
outstanding. The combined effect of the quilt as a
whole, however, was alluring. There seemed to be no
pattern to the quilt at all. Small blocks shared the
same influence as large ones; clearly defined shapes
intruded others that seemed fuzzy.
The only characteristic persistent throughout
he quilt was the dark color. Marroons and browns
were plentiful, as were greys and dark greens, but
nowhere in the pattern did anything approach a
pastel.

At the shop, Elise had debated with herself
about how much she would offer for the quilt. Then
she had seen the stains. The books had lain on the
quilt for some time, leaving black patches of mildew,
but the stains on the end were different. It had been
difficult to tell what had caused the blemishes; they
were a rusty color , almost hidden by the maroon
cotton border. What could it have been? There was no
rusty metal in the trunk.. Blood? Elise had a vision of
a masked attacker raising a knife over his sleeping
victim. No, that was silly. Regardless, this quilt was
priceless. She had gone to the register, willing to
sacrifice no small amount of money.
The young man at the counter had not been
familiar with the quilt, although he recognized the
trunk. Obviously, the boy had no idea of the value of
old patchworks; he had sold it to her for a hundred
dollars on the spot, given her a bag to carry the quilt,
and had even taken it out to the car.
Elise continued scrubbing the quilt, saw the
water was turning a chocolate color and decided to
drain the tub. She removed the quilt and let the water
out. It gurgled down the pipes slowly, leaving a few
frayed threads on the strainer. She frowned at the
string. Must be seams that were in need of repair.
She had expected it; the quilt was old and thread did
wear out.
Sighing, she refilled the tub, and added a

minute amount of soap. Gently, almost lovingly, Elise
kneaded the sopping quilt in her hands, feeling the
different textures of cloth. When her hands encoun
tered the stain, she worked a little more of the creamy
white soap into the tiny hills and valleys of the cloth.
She rinsed the spot but the stain was still there.
Reluctantly, Elise let the water out once again,
resigned to the fact the stain was permanent. Care
fully wringing out the quilt, she placed it in the dryer
with a fabric softener sheet. While it dried, she got
her sewing kit and glasses.
Stepping from the bathroom into the kitchen,
Elise glanced at the clock on the stove. Six o’clock and
she had not eaten since brunch. She went to the
cabinets, and removed a large jar of peanut butter.
Unwrapping a loaf of bread, she placed two slices in
the toaster. By the time the toast popped up, she also
had fixed herself a large glass of milk. Liberally, she
spread the peanut butter (it was her weakness) on the
toast. She clamped the two pieces of toast together,
and took a ravenous bite of the sandwich.
The phone rang. Gulping a swallow of milk, she
struggled for a coherent voice.
“Hello?”
“Yeah, Elise, this is me, David. Listen, I’ve got
to stay late tonight. Working on a presentation for
tomorrow. Don’t wait up, okay?”
“Okay,” Elise replied, sighing. Then she bright
ened. “David, I just got one of the most beautiful
quilts I’ve ever seen at the antique shop today. You’ll
love it!”
“Really? Well, I’ll see you later. We need
anything at the store?”
“No.”
“Bye, hon.”
“Bye, Dave.”
She hung up. Well, there was no use in fixing
supper now; David would eat at the office.
Elise finished her sandwich just as the dryer

buzzed. Wiping her hands on a towel, she opened the
machine. She quickly pulled the quilt out, her hands
already revealing the transformation of the stiff fabric
into the soft material in her grasp. It smelled much
better, also. The quilt was still a little damp, but Elise
did not want to wait any longer to begin work.
She draped the quilt over her shoulder, picked
her sewing kit from the kitchen counter, and walked
into the living room. She sat in David’s recliner, lay
the quilt in her lap, put on her glasses, and began
looking for imperfections of the seams.
She examined the seams of the quilt with
deliberation, determined to find the faulty area. But
there was none. She turned the quilt over, looked at
the underside, and saw the problem. It was not the
seams at all. It was the quilting. Looking carefully
she found the quilting did not follow the chaotic
frontpiece, but was instead hidden in the murky colors
of the front. The best Elise could figure, the quilting
was a large star enclosed in a circle; odd. She found
the flawed area in the pattern, threaded her needle
with black thread, then noticed the stitching had been
done with a strange sort of thread. Curious, she
pulled at one of the straggling ends. It was hair!
How quaint! She searched her sewing basket
for a similar color o f thread, but could not find one.
She tried the black thread again, but it still did not
seem right. Finally, she picked up her scissors, and
snipped off a few strands of her own hair. Carefully
she braided the hairs into a surprisingly strong cord.
Finding the needle with the largest eye, she threaded
the organizing fiber and stitched the gap back to
gether, imitating the original style as best she could.
Two hours later, she finished. The work had
been tedious, but worth it. The quilting was complete,
but still hidden. Humming happily to herself, Elise
decided to put it on the bed. Carrying the quilt in both
arms, she walked down the hallway to her and David’s
room.

She whipped the old bedspread off, a double
wedding ring pattern she had been quite proud of, but
now looked a bit plain, and carefully spread the aged
quilt.
In relation to the rest of the light blue room, the
quilt was a contrast but did not clash. It added an air
of mystique to the honest, open, room. Elise had
thought of hanging the quilt in the stairway, but
decided to leave it on the bed; it could not look better
any other way.
She started to leave, but had a sudden urge to
get in bed and see how the quilt felt. The thought
seemed silly at first, then more and more inviting.
Finally, she gave in.
Elise climbed into bed. The quilt was sinfully
warm. She turned off the bedside light; David would
not be home until late, anyway. Moonlight penetrated
the room and fell onto the quilt. She saw the pattern.
The quilting shone a deep red in the dark room.
Elise gasped in astonishment. The thread. A huge,
intricate pattern of stitches hidden in the anarchy of
the dark blocks pulsated and glowed in the moonlight.
Strange glyphs appeared on the blocks, and the pen
tagram glowed brighter. It moved! At first turning
lethargically, then faster, and faster, at a hypnotic
pace.
Elise was in a different bed, a lumpy fourposter, with the same quilt. It was unnaturally dark
and several candles burned outside the bed, points of
yet another pentagram burnt on the floor. Her breath
was ragged and hard to catch. Her joints ached and
her back was sore. Something tickled in her throat
and she began coughing.
She gasped, tried to breathe but could not. She
tasted blood in her mouth and saw it on the quilt in
front of her, in an all too familiar pattern. She tried to
scream, but only managed a raspy wail. The stress
caused the ancient lungs to collapse....
Aggie Grierson breathed a sigh of relief. A new

body. One free of the cough, the aches, the hazy
memory. She was a new woman.
The first thing to do was to pack the quilt away.
It had worked, like the sisters in the coven had said.
But by the way this body felt, she would not need it for
some time. She looked in the mirror. She was right
pretty—two dark green eyes, a small nose, pale skin,
and raven hair. And then Elise Montgomery voiced a
most uncharacteristic cackle.

(Degas -Ballet Dancer)
The face of the dancer
lies to the captive audience.
It sweats and tightens
but still keeps a smile.
Gently moving
the dancer thinks:
They see this as something graceful.
To me it is
a living, painful hell.
Bob Taschen

Renoir—Luncheon o f the
Boating Party— 1881
Around the table of La Mere Fournaise,
The painter’s models pose,
Aline cuddles her pup,
As Caillebotte looks on.
Pleasure boats drift down the Seine,
And around the isle of Chatou,
Music and dancing fills the air,
As the boater’s eat their lunch.
Pam Manley

decorative figure on ornamental
background
Woman flesh against the blue background
that I love so much
reminding me of chintz, old curtains
reminiscent o f a rich old life
a potted plant, a Chinese pot
a bowl of oranges on a oriental carpet
the model arranged in languorous repose

Mary Bird

Ode to Sunrise (after Monet*s Impression : A Mist)
Oh sunrise, how refreshing is your subtle light!
Your shimmering radiance stimulates my soul.
How delicately your glimmering rays twinkle from heaven.
How gentle they reflect upon the sea!
What a joy to witness your celestial splendor.
To dazzle at your brilliance.
Or behold your misty intrigue.
Oh sunrise, what glorious pleasure I derive from thee!

George Magyar

She Dream s...(After Pissarro’s
She dreams of a willing gentleman
with love upon his face.
She dreams of fancy garments
adorned with crimson lace.
She dreams of evening carriage rides,
moving at a slow and uncaring pace.
She dreams of hand-picked roses
within a long and narrow vase.
She dreams of beautiful memories
that time could not replace.
The breeze disturbs her thoughts...
She looks up at her life.
She breaths a sigh of sadness...
at her poverty and her strife.

Janey Blue

Rebecca Martin

Two Photographs
I. The War Casualty

“The last time I saw Braque was when I dropped him off at the railroad
station in Avignon in 1914.”
Look again, Pablo:
The invalid’s number is printed
in black on the thick hospital robe:
“

2 2 4
-

-

”

W hy not stencil
that
diagonally into the montage?
Once, Pablo, you painted
Cezanne’s derby on your pal’s head.
A bandage now encircles his brain,
bulky over the left lobe where shrapnel
severed the connection of your interest.
Braque’s large hands clasp in quiet
what his bitten fingernails deny.
Van Gogh (his head bandaged too—
from a far different war)
would have made this cane chair
hum
W hat do your sad round eyes seek, George?

Pablo has moved to a new studio.
The genius sheds his friends,
his women, his styles
completely
like the snake his skins.
rebirth has it casualties
and its forgettings.
Go o n , Pablo,
place a bet tonight
and let it be:
“

2 2 4
-

-

”

II. Picasso in his studio— 1914

Archduke Ferdinand takes his coffee black
this afternoon and puzzles over travel plans.
Braque’s brain is still intact.
Pablo reclines in a cock-eyed cubist chaise.
Twentieth century headlines lie on the floor:
LA BULGERIE, LA SERB IE, LE MONTENEGRO
Later he will cut them out with kiddie-snips
and glue the fragments to a table in two dimensions.
The inside-out guitar
nailed to the wall
clarifies cubism
more than a monograph.

Masked ladies of the evening peer over veiled canvases
as Pablo reclines in the cock-eyed cubist chaise
glaring out of the past through a photographic haze.
Our eye flares dark fire.
Time tore out the other
realizing the nightmarevision of a blinded eagle.
Brushes stick
out of a cup
at the ready
to deconstruct
the western world.

James Bogan

The

Testamen

(with apologies to Francois Villon)
Kevin Nelson

Because we know that all
Great men are dead (save Elvis,
Who may be living in Detroit,
A t least God may have spared him,
W e haven’t had word from anyone else)
I’ve drawn up this true and authentic
Testament of my last will
Once and for all, irrevocable.
Ah, God, if only I had studied
More in the days before my test
And versed myself in French verbs
I’d have a snack and go to bed,
But I skipped language lab.
Now all the new French phrases
Swirl ‘round my brain;
My heart is nearly breaking.
I credited The Cars’ advice
Far too much (only I am to blame)
When they said, “Let the good times
Roll, let them knock you ‘round.” Instead
I should have listened more to YES who
said,
“You’ve got to work to succeed.” But now
It’s two o’clock in the morning, and
I won’t get to sleep a wink.

Where are the happy young men
I ran with at Tech Engine
Who sang so well? Who swore so well!
so excellent in drink and play?
Some are working at Schnuck’s,
And some have gotten married,
And some have altogether failed,
And may God save those who remain.
I know my problems are the girls,
The wise and foolish, the blondes and the
brunettes,
All are dealt an equal opportunity.
Small and great, handsome and ugly
Ladies in faded denims
And high-topped tennis shoes,
Secretaries wearing business suits,
Saint Pat’s queens in formal evening gowns,
And I must stop to talk to each.
Though I haven’t the time for one and all
I can’t resist their lovely smiles.
But will this young bachelor
Give up the single girls?
No, not even if his grade point plummets like
A shooting star towards earth!
Girls are sweeter to him than his life
But this fool gets taken every time
Be they blondes or brunettes
Lucky the man who has no part in it.

First I must confer my poor soul
On the Board of Curators
And commend it to Chancellor
Martin C. Jischke, Phd.
And petition all the charity
O f the great Student Union Board
That they may carry this gift
Before C.P. McGrath
Item I bequeath and give my body
To our great mother the Earth
The worms won’t find much fat on it
Cafeteria dinners are poor,
And I don’t go home on weekends.
Just take a look at my scrawny frame
And you will see I tell no lie
But she will get it just the same.
None are so worthy, friends of my youth,
Everyone carries a part of my
Load. One needs friends like these as he
grows old.
Sharing your life is what life’s about.
Offering each other love always
New; that we may always have friends such
as these.
I bequeath this verse to my good friends.
Item I order my sepulcher
A t Curtis-Laws and nowhere else;
Place my crypt at Saint Pat’s feet
Between the basement and first floor.
Have my full-length portrait done
In mural style upon the wall.
A Tombstone? No, forget it
It would break through the floor.
Item around my crypt I want
The following words and no others

Inscribed in rather large letters
Lacking something to write with
Use crayon or a high lighter
Though watch you don’t smear the floor
tiles,
So that at least there’ll be some memory left
Such as may be of a wayward one.
Here lies and sleeps beneath your feet
One love’s arrow struck down
A poor obscure scholar
Who was known as Kevin Nelson.
He never owned a nickel on earth
And he gave that away, everyone knows,
For the good of those he loved.
Let the people say Amen.
Rest eternal grant him,
Lord and everlasting light.
He didn’t have the money for a real hair cut;
He went to the beauty school:
They shaved him, head, beard, and eye
brows
Like some turnip you scrape or peel
Rest eternal, etc.
Here ends and finishes
The testam ent of poor Nelson
Come to his burial
When you hear the bell ringing
Dressed in blue jeans and sweats
For he died a comfortable slob
This he swore on his Twin’s ball cap
As he made his way out of this world.
And I think it wasn’t a lie
For his hats were less stylish than
Worn in and comfortable.
His shirt hung like a sack

And was carelessly left untucked,
H is shoes worn flat, laces untied,
Gray with age and wear,
As he made his way out of this world.
You who care for him listen
Hear what he did as he left
H e took a long swig of Budweiser beer
As he made his way out of this world.

Worker’s Paradise

(Inspired by the
writings o f Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn)
Robert Hobart
The rail
bangs
frigid music
in the
dark cold.
Turchev
crawls
from the sad chaos
o f his dreams,
crawls
from his
sawdust mattress
and rag blankets.
A new day
number
three thousand

one hundred
and
twenty-eight.
Foot cloths,
boots,
tattered
greasy
jacket.
Shuffling
like old men
through the light
of false suns;
barbs
on the wire
glitter
like stars.

Snow squeaks
underfoot.
Breakfast
gray faces
stooped
over wooden bowls.
Chew the fish bones
every one
and the heads, too
the eyes
are good for you.
And the damned
“Chinese’’ oatmeal
worthless.
Lineup

sunrise
painful red.
Huddling
together,
waiting,
cold air burning
in nostrils.
Maleyev
the bastard
is smoking!
“Give us a puff,
Maleyev Aleksandrovich.”
The butt
describes an arc
to the lucky
supplicant.
Koverov
the monster
arrives
with the sentries
tommyguns oily black.
“167th,
form fives!”
The count.
Turchev
lets the ritual
flow past:
hands behind back
eyes on the ground
don’t stop
don’t talk
don’t step out of line
any violation
and the sentries will
fire
without warning
Turchev
has heard it all

so many times.
So many.
The railroad
a steel serpent
unending
insatiable
it stretches
into
the forest.
Dig a cutting!
In permafrost
with picks
sledgehammers
bare hands
Breath
freezes
in white clouds
tools snap
like twigs
earth rings
like steel
handles stick
to worthless mittens
“gloves,”
a poor joke.
Byotodev
coughs
rackingly
poor bastard;
T.B. is
killing him
slowly.
Lunch.
Kasha
in a wooden
shed
walls

like seives
A small
solidified
lump,
a glob.
Eat up!
It’s all
you’ll get
until dinner.
Semyenov:
“The new decree
says
that the sun
is highest
at one.”
“Ridiculous!
Who made
that decree?”
“Soviet Power.”
Semyenov
is a fool.
That talk
can get you into
punishment cells.
Afternoon
a wave of
sweaty heat
the work
races ahead.
“Move your
rump,
Maleyev!”
Cold shadows
of evening
crawl across
the fields;
the rail bangs.

The squad leader
struts proudly.
“Not bad,
eh?
In one
fucking
day.
Without any
dynamite.”
Koverov
roars
“Form fives!”
The count.
Enough,
let us go eat.
But
someone
is missing.
“The 301st. It’s
the 301st.”
An escape.
Turchev
wonders,
what for?
Outside
is just
another prison,
larger,
stronger.
One step
out of line
the sentries
will shoot!
Byotodev
forgot;
or did he
just get tired

of it all?
A bullet
explodes
in his lung
he chokes
his life away
in the snow.
No matter;
the column keeps
moving.
We are
building socialism
we can’t stop
to mourn
the casualties.
The men
swirl
around the
mess hall
churning
raging
“Give us our
stew,
bosses!”
The chief cook
clubs heads
bellows
“Back off,
motherfuckers!”
They shout back
“Truman’ll
drop the atom bomb
on your heads!”
They don’t
care
anymore;
war
death

armageddon
would be better
than to endure
this.
Turchev
bounds up
“167th!”
The squad
funnels through
to the window.
The stew
watery slop
and the
heavy black bread
six ounces,
they say,
but it’s always
short.
Chew the bones
and the
fish heads;
they’re good
for you.
A few
spare minutes
prisoners crowd
at a wooden
shack
hoping for
letters
parcels
food
Turchev stays away
he never
gets parcels.
“First count!”
Lineup.

Body search.
Semyenov
is caught
with tobacco,
loses it.
The barracks
noise and light
men settling
down.
“Second count!”
Damn you,
one lousy
escape
and you
take
our precious sleep.

there is still
warmth
in the bones.
Tomorrow
is a
new day,
number
three thousand
one hundred
and twenty-nine.

“S55! Semyenov
Illyanovich Khrenetsyn!
Ten days
on the punishment block.”
Semyonov leaves,
silent.
He’s finished;
ten days
means
T.B. and
a cold hole
in the ground.
Turchev
bundles into
his rags,
huddles
in his sawdust
mattress.
Sleep now,
while

Margie Boston

On Missing You
Is it your name I see
written in the sand,
or is it nature playing tricks on me,
to make me understand?
Is it your voice that I hear
amidst each crashing wave,
or is it memory reminding
o f the happiness you gave?
Is it your face that I seek,
when gazing on a star,
or is it just me wishing
that you weren’t so very far?
Is it your breath that I feel,
cool sea breeze in my hair,
or is it just me hoping upon
hope that you were there?
Your name I see in seagull tracks,
your voice in tripping foam,
your face alive among the stars,
your breath so far from home.
Though miles fly between us,
and our worlds pull us apart,
I feel we walk together,
not alone, but heart to heart.

Mike Sinnett

Jennifer Zung

